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complained of : I perceive, faid he, it is you 
, at have lent moneyat ufury to this old gen- 
tleman s fon ; it is you that have Ihut your 
cars to his ^applications ; it is you that have 
tortuied and almofi fevered his heart ; it is 
You that were meditating to give the fatal 
blow. Ah! Doriman, are you my nephew ? 

Sir, anfwered Doriman , I am in your eyes 
•always culpable ; not any cl my actions can 
be innocent. Pray, Sir, is not money an 
article of commerce ? How long has it been 
criminal to lend rt upon interefl ? I advanced 
it on condition of repayment within a limited 
time, the borrower was nbt pun&ual, and I 
proceeded again!! him. Am i to lofe my own 
credit, and ruin myfelf, to render others eafy 

and happy ? Beiides, what are the great 

•diftreffes you complain of? Thanks to your 
money, the old man and his fon are now ex- 
tricated from their difficulties. But had I been 
in their fituation, I ffiould not have been fo 
fortunate : philofophy teaches her difciples to 
prefer a ftranger to a relation, and to be be- 
nelicient to all the world except theirown kin- 
dred. — But, in the agitation of mind, and in 
the mid!! of your mutual extacies, when you 
were converiirig with the old man, you have 
forgot one important thing; and believe me, 
Sir, vou will be a fufferrer by it. 

What have I forgot ? faid Strephon. 

You 
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You have forgot, anfwered Dot, man. 


to 


You na y ^ of hand, 

make him gi ve J cned the uncle. Ah. 

A note of nana • , t w jll over be obdu- 
mi ferable wretch from a C or- 

ratc. Go! th^laft me< The vene- 

rupt heart . G - t | e gentleman, his 

table countenance of the^^ ce ___ 0 , my 

fine fenfations, his to a £tions of pro - 
nephew, thou knoweftn h among* 

bity ! thou art fV^feves upon that me- 

mankind— Go fee , {fiaine and punifh- 

tal which will become thy Ihameai p^^ 

fo bafe, fo odious, fo difgraceful to humanity. 

. — Be gone, I tell thee, I no onger can 

acknowledge that thou haft my blood in thy 
veins —Even the affaffin feels remorfe, but 
thou, who haft committed outrage againft the 
nioft facred things innatute, art an abfolute 

ftranger to it. _ 1 

The uncle was animated with a noble and 
generous fpirit ; his geftures,his countenance, | 
his voice, all confpired to breathe the vehe- 1 
ment zeal of virtue. At length, exhaufted | 
and fatigued he fell back in an arm chair J 
I Doriman,. 


